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insistence on being naked in the analysis, and going home with
blackened legs, he had mocked at those who pretended that naked
black boys are happy and well. He felt it to be only a pretence,
just as he felt it to be a pretence and a lie that his dead father was
happy and sang hymns in Heaven. He felt they ought not to be
happy and well, if they were black. For him, the "black man"
inside was a dangerous monster, a lion or a tiger.
The analysis, during the last few days, of Jack's compulsion
to undress, and of the reparative element in his homosexual wishes
towards his uncle, enabled him to do without actually undressing
after this day.
The following week, Jack had again to stay away from the
analysis for two days, because his mother had a slight cold.
Knowing how great the boy's anxiety was, I then wrote to her
urging her to send him if she possibly could. I thought his aunt
might have been willing to bring him, if she knew his need. The
mother herself, however, then brought him, in spite of her cold
(it was over an hour's journey); but she let him know that I had
urged his coining. He came into the analytic room in an appar-
ently light-hearted way, smiling at me. But when I responded
with a smile, he said, in grave reproach: "Why do you laugh?"
He then broke the arm off a doll, and went on to break every toy
in the room which, as later material showed, stood for the analyst
and the father. He refused to co-operate with me, or have
anything to do with me. Standing in a corner by himself, he
talked in a deep cold voice, remote and detached, not to me, but
apparently to himself (unconsciously to the internalized father),
saying: "Yes, you are a cruel Daddy". It appeared that if I made
his mother bring him to me when she was ill, this led to his
projecting his internalized bad father on to me. I thus became a
cruel father who could not be of any use to him, either. He then
took a bowl of water and tried to pour it down his chest, inside
his clothes. When I told him he wanted to punish his father and
make Mm have a cold instead of his mother, so as to save his
mother from him, Jack turned the water on to me, trying to pour
it down my chest. Doubtless he feared that if his mother
came out with him when she had a cold, she would have pneu-
monia as he himself had had, or tuberculosis like his father, and
would die.
The interpretation of these fears about me as a bad external
figure, and his anxieties about the cruel internalized father.